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Chapter 1/1 


Author's Notes: 
This was written for a prompt of non-con. It has an odd little twist to it that makes it different than that 
might suggest. | can\'t really explain it any better than that. Warning for high angst, though. Clearly. ;-) 


Lost in Chaos 


The first scream could have meant anything. Mirth, tickling, hell even a spider or some other creepy crawly; 
Billie didn't particularly like ‘anything with more legs than a dog; as he put it, and he'd been known to shriek like 
a teenaged girl if something landed on him. But the next one held fear, and then discrete screams became 
screaming - an extended wail of distressed sound - and Tré struggled to finish what he was doing and sprinted 
from the bathroom the second he could, drying his hands on his T-shirt as he skidded around the corner and 
into the living room. 


Billie Joe shook and flailed on the floor, appearing more whirling dervish than human being, while Mike knelt 
beside him and spoke in a low, soothing tone. It had no effect that Tré could see and he snapped, "What the 


fuck happened? | left like two minutes ago to take a piss!" 
"Panic attack," Mike said shortly, his whole focus on their bandmate and lover. Tré scowled. 


"No way. I've seen his attacks, Mike, they don't look anything like this. He's like that kid in Cyjo after the rabid 


dog licked him. Having convulsions and shit" 


Mike threw him an unreadable glance. "Normally you'd be right. But sometimes,” he sighed, rubbing one hand 
across his forehead in a weary gesture. "Sometimes it's worse than that. Sometimes it's..ah, fuck He hasn't 


had one like this since way back when we were touring for /nsomniac' 


Tré's eyes narrowed; another piece of that sorry, fucked-up puzzle fell into place with the admission He 
watched as the soft words and touches only agitated Billie further, feeling useless. Billie wasn't a large man by 
any stretch of the imagination but the sheer force of his personality usually lent him a certain grand stature, 
and Tré's heart clenched at how truly small and fragile he appeared right now. Although his muscular arms 
could still pack a wallop, as Mike's wince upon catching a punch to the shoulder attested. 


"Can | do something to help? Anything?" 

The bassist sat back on his heels, tension evident in each line of his body as he stared at Billie. For his part, 
the singer showed no awareness of either of them but the frantic movements halted abruptly and he 
collapsed in on himself, curling into a fetal position Mike shifted closer, whispering urgently. Tré caught only 
snatches, bits of unconnected sentence fragments, pleas to the catatonic form to snap out of it and not make 
it so hard for them both. He might as well have been begging a corpse for all the reaction he got and finally 


Mike sagged, looking up at Tré. An awful finality shone in his gaze - a decision made - and Tré shivered at it, 
not understanding. 


"Yeah, Tré. Can you move the coffee table and sit on the couch? Please." 

His eyebrows rose sharply at the weird request but he performed the tasks readily enough, settling onto the 
soft fabric, one hip pressed close to the overstuffed arm. He wasn't any closer to buying a clue when Mike 
lifted Billie's limp form and draped his upper half face-down across Tré's lap. 

He got it when Mike unzipped his jeans. 

"Dirnt, no. What are you doing?" 

"What | have to." 


"Mike, this isn't-" 


‘Its the only way | know how to reach himl" Anguished blue eyes met his and against his better judgement, 
Tré let his protests die. He bore silent witness as Mike carefully undressed Billie, pulling off his own shirt when 


motioned to do so, until the singer's cheek rested on his bare chest and his feet were hooked around the backs 


of Billie's knees, spreading them for Mike's nude, lube-slicked form. 


He didn't let himself acknowledge the throb in his groin at the positioning, or his lover's utter helplessness. He 


didn't want to think about it at all 
Tré bit his lip as Billie whimpered, shifting against him. "You didn't stretch him." 


Mike's thin mouth twisted, wry in a face displaying strain. "I know. | couldn't risk it. Its only been a couple of 


days; it shouldn't be too bad." 


"Yeah." Even to himself, Tré sounded unconvinced. It wasn't like they never had sex without prepping first - he 
himself was often a fan of the intense burn - but not like this. Then again, nothing they'd done had ever been 
like this. Uneasiness fluttered in his stomach as Billie moved again, clearly distressed. "Mike-" 


He didn't get a chance to voice the thought as the body lying across him suddenly regained life, beginning to 
struggle as Mike fully seated himself. Tré flung his hands in front of his face, grunting as Billie's small fists 


rained blows on his chest. 
"Grab his arms, Tré. Hold him down" 


"What?" He could not believe he'd heard correctly and Mike bellowed at him, his hands moving to grip Tré's 


calves, not allowing him to release Billie's legs. 
"| said, fucking hold him down!" 


Tré grabbed tattooed, sinewy wrists and pulled them straight out sideways. He felt sick at what he thought he 
was participating in but it had already gone way too far to stop, and then he realized that he'd left himself 
wide open to Billie's teeth right as his mouth closed over Tré's nipple. 


He tensed, waiting for it to be ripped off and rightfully so. Instead, Billie suckled, his tongue rolling Tré's flesh 
into a tight peak as his hips began to move between Tré's legs, pushing back into Mike with a whispered moan. 


"Ungh-uh?" he managed, his grasp loosening as the man lying half on top of him went wild, body twisting with 

sensual purpose. Billie's wrists tugged free and one hand shot right to Tré's cock, fondling roughly through the 
loose shorts. His other hand played with Tré's nipple ring, even as his mouth left the hardened nub to bite and 
suck at the surrounding flesh. 


Shamefully half hard already, Tré couldn't prevent himself from thrusting up into Billie's hand, growing fully 
erect in seconds. He whined when the contact was briefly lost only to arch with a startled cry when Billie 
slipped his hand up the leg of his shorts and began to stroke Tré with his bare palm, setting a fast, relentless 
rhythm that echoed Mike's. 


He tried to say something when Billie lifted his head but the words died as two fingers disappeared between 
full lips, emerging with a shine that informed Tré of their intended destination. And then spit-slicked fingers 
were pushing into his ass as his shorts were yanked down and Billie echoed his first action, sucking Tré's cock 


into his mouth. 


Fuuuuuck He looked at Mike, seeing the cords stand out on his neck as he fucked Billie, expression still filled with 
grim purpose. It confused Tré until he shifted his gaze to the man in his lap and Billie met his eyes briefly. 


There was no more sense in them now than when he'd been convulsing on the carpet. All that showed in those 


hazel eyes was dark, animalistic heat. 


He shuddered at the sight but as that black hair bounced ever more vigorously and fingers fucked him harder, 
Tré could not hold back and he came with a strangled cry. 


The frontman choked and sputtered, semen leaking over his lips as he jerked back, Tré's spent cock dropping 
like a stone. He stared at the hand he still had in the drummer's shorts and Tré started to get a really bad 


feeling in his stomach. 


Billie wiped at his mouth, fingers growing more frantic as if to erase the flavor and the evidence. A pitiful 
sound exited his throat as it proved fruitless and he looked up at Tré. 


Guilt slammed into him from Billie's eyes, inhabited by his mind now but not happily so. No, that gaze showed 
dawning comprehension, mounting horror and humiliation; the come-slicked lips drawing tight into a rictus of 
agonized realization, just as Tré caught the urgent flex of Mike's biceps in his peripheral vision, knowing it was 


too late to stop, that it had always been too late to stop. 


Billie's slight form shuddered, a gutteral harshness rasping forth that held a knife edge of despair. His head fell 
forward in the wake of physical release and for long moments he just breathed. Tré watched Mike move his 
hand away, wipe it on his nearby shirt, the bassist wouldn't look at him. 


The tableau held for several minutes and then Billie's head shot up as he wrenched his hand away from Tré, 
no warmth or vulnerable emotion visible in him now. Tré winced at the abrupt popping sensation of withdrawn 


fingers, wishing he hadn't as Billie's expression grew even stonier. 


"Get off me," he growled. Tré immediately unhooked his feet from the frontman's knees but Mike leaned 


forward, running soothing hands over his arms. 
Billie shook them off. "I said, get off me!" 


This time the bassist moved back, and Billie climbed to his feet, searching for his clothing. Tré couldn't move, 
shame flushing his cheeks at his ravaged state; at his participation He watched his lover begin to dress in 
short, sharp motions that conveyed his agitation while Mike stood up. 


"Billie Joe..." 


He stilled, T-shirt dangling between his forearms, one arm in each sleeve. "How dare you, Mike? How dare you 


do that to me when-" 


Mike's fists clenched at his sides. "Oh, no. You don't get to pin that on me. We had a pact, remember? You're 
not the only one who knows what it feels like to come back to yourself and find someone inside you. You did it 


to me first, Bill." 


A pause. Billie yanked the T-shirt on over his head and smoothed it down, bending to shove his feet into his 
shoes and thrusting his arms into his jacket. Fully dressed now he stood ramrod straight, back facing his 
bandmates, body nearly vibrating with tension 


Tré remained silent, trying to absorb the absolute shock. He startled when the still figure finally spoke again in 


a low tone. 


"The only reason you're not on the floor unconscious is because that's the truth. But as of right now, that 
pact is over, Mike." He whirled to pin the bassist with enraged eyes. "If this ever happens again, it will be the 
last time that you fuck me." 


He stalked out of the room and moments later, the front door slammed. 


The sound broke the spell holding Tré immobile and he tucked himself back into his shorts, feeling his ass 
throb from the rough intrusion To say he was confused would be a massive understatement, but his 


bewilderment took second place to the devastation on Mike's face. 


"C'mere, dude. Come on" He patted the couch beside him and felt a stab of emotion in his stomach as the tall 
form curled listlessly onto the remaining cushions, head inTré's lap. He tugged the blanket down from the back 


and tossed it over Mike's nudity then settled, gently petting the bleached head. 


Not knowing what else to do, Tré simply continued to run his fingers through the silent man's hair, listening as 
his breathing eventually evened out into the cadence of sleep, and thinking about the heat and fury in hazel 
eyes. 


